| GRANDFATHER — 
WHAT WOULD HAPPEN 
IF ...? 


EARS | 
eae 


fully for many 
ange, menacing 
hover over the city... 


THis KL EP TONS FLYING 
MACHINES SWOOP DOWN. 


a 
As CAPTURING 
ue PeopLe 

AND THERE'S 
NOTHING Wie CAN 
00 70 S10 THEM! 


WNUTE@ LATER, TH/CK CREEPERS 
SUDDENLY SPRING UPALL OVER 
THE THAINS' CITY. 


RUN FOR YouR 
LIVES! THESE CaeePERs) 
RE GROWING AT 
A FANTASTIC 

‘SPEED! 


THE KLEPTONS MUST. 
BE BEHIND THIS 
THEY ARE OUT TO 
| DESTROY Ds. 


WE ARE THE 
B/_x.sPTONS! We WiLL 
AY| ace over your cines 
ol AND YOUR LAND! YOU 

THAINS WILL B= CUR 
SLAVES, 


WHO Ame 
THEY? WHERE 
HAVE THEY 


FINE WORK, KLEPTONS, WE HAVE 
TAKEN OUR HOSTAGES ! THE FIRST 
STAGE OF OUR PLAN TO ENSLAVE 
THE THAINS IS SUCCESSFUL 
NOW FOR THE SECOND STAGE. 


THE STRANGE PLANTS CRUSH 
BUILDINGS AND BRING THEM 
CRASHING DOWN... 


MY FRIENDS, We \ “bre 
ARE DOOMED! We HAVE &S { 
LIVED IN PEACE FoR so oN 


LONG THAT WE HAVE NO 

WEAPONS TO DEFEND ay 

OURSELVES WITH! Ls 

UNLESS HELP comes, | Cyieg 

THE KLEPTONS WiLL JT 
CRUSH US! ie = 


ACROSS TIME AND SPACE TOA PEACEFUL 
ROAD IN ENGLAND WHERE JOHN AND GILLIAN 


LOOK FOR THEIR GRANDFATHER». 


FRUMBER SIXTEEN — 
THAT'S GRANDFATHER'S 
NUMBER, GILLIAN! 


EXCUSE ME, 
WE'RE LOOKING 
FOR OUR GRANDFATHER) 

— 2R. WHO! 


BUT- BUT IT'S 
NOTA POLICE 
BOX AFTER ALL! 


Fo 7 SOHN AND GILLIAN, 
HOW NICE TO MEET 


SOMETHING 
ANYWAY, THE. 
D00R'S OPEN- 


WOW! LOOK AT THESE 
CONTROLS! WHAT 1S. 
THIS, GRANDFATHER? 
IT IS-ER- 
A TIME 
TRAVELLING 
MACHINE. SEE-I 
CAN CHOOSE ANY 
YEAR IN THE PAST, 
08 FUTURE. 


GRANDFATHER — 
WHAT WOULD HAPPEN 
iF 


TOUCH THAT 
BUTTON WHATEVER, 


700 LATE! A SUDDEN. 
RUSH OF WIND AND THE. 
POLICE BDX'STARTS TO 
REVOLVE THEN 
DISAPPEARS... 


YOU CLUMSY MEDDLER! THIS |S 
NOTATOY=IT'S AREAL TIME FF 
MACHINE! WE'RE RUSHING 
HEADLONG INTO THE FUTURE, 
TO THE 297% CENTURY 


THE FUTURE 
JOHN. I'M FRIGHTENED: 


WHAT. 


WILL WE 


SEE? 


RIGHT! I'LL OPEN 
‘THE DOORS AND 
WELL SEB WHERE 


COME ON, 
GILLIAN! LET'S 


‘CAPTURE THEM! 
THEY MUST NOT 
ESCAPE! 


HN — WHAT 
ARE THEY? 


GRANDFATHER 
QUICK: 


WE'RE IN 
TERRIBLE 
DANGER / 


CAPTURE THEM! 
TAKE THEM AS 
HOSTAGES! 


OCTOR 
WHO 


. WHO, with John and Gillian, travels 


= 
a YF 
THE KLEPTONS 
eae, 


TSE MACENEE 
MUST HAVE. SOM 
STRANGE agneri ic 


THAT BUO-EXED 
WONETER WON'T 


BOTs The wach 
1S GILLIAN... ial 


HOF 

CREATURE HAD 

CAPTURED ME 
FOR GOOD! 


—— 
MAYBE BUT UST LOOK 
AT THI® City! T THINK THE 
BUSS HAVE BEEN GETTING 
_ Fhe UPPER HAND. UNTIL NOME 


GREETINGS, STRANGERS! if WE D0 NOT KNOW WHERE THEY Come 
LAK VALDA, LEADER OF FROM, DOCTOR BUT THEY ARE QETERMINED 
ToS THANG TE QESTROL Og Cry AND MAKE My 
R SAVING wee Pom ss LOPLE THEIR SLAVES! THEY HAVE 
oe VL RUEP TONG: 4 CAPTURED MANY THANG ALREADY AND 
TAM ches HED NOW THESE CREEPERS SOOT UP AND 


ee enn SMR OUR BULTINGS. 
ANQUENICE HELP YOu 

WE CAN BUT, 

On Bee eter oKe? 
HY ARE TREY ATTACKING 


THE KLEPTONS, 
WILL CRUSH US! WHY, EVEN A WEL 
THERE 'S KO AIMED BRICK HAS 
YOUVE GOT 6 
WEAPORS IN SHER! 


MOULD BE BETTER 

THAN NOTHING! 

COME ON=LET'S 
TAKE A LOOK! 


THESE ARE HEAT 
GUNS: USED IN THE 
290 CENTURY! THESE CAPSULES CONTAIN 
| GREAT POWER 2 FAYE HAD AY 

PEOPLE REPAIR THEM! THEY Sx: 

NOW WORK PERFECTLY AND PR: 

THE HEAT ENERGY FOR THE Gu 


SPLENDID! 
SPLENDID 
GET THEM OUTSIDE 
AND GEE IF THEY 
STILL WORK! 


THEN A SUDDEN 
SHOUT OF FEAR... 
YALDA! VALOR, 


THE KLEPTON: 
ARE RETURN 


NEVILLE AAAIAL 


MMEDIATELY! 


aT ISNT BADL 
DAMAGED 


Gz 


4) 


TS LOSE. WE MUST 
REPAIR THIS SOVE, 
GET THe MACHINE 
INTS THE Ale AND 
TRS Te Ne Te 


FIND OUT WHER THE 
OEP TONS ARE HIDING 
OUT! THEY MUST HAVE: 
a SECRET 
Aeabauakrers 
SOMEW-~SRE. 


4 » N 
uae 


ban i THaNS— 
L BING A 
SAGE FROM 
mY LEADER! 
ARE WOR SURREND 
Bor WE WILL UTTER 


OW THE STRANGE AMACHINE. .« 
DESTROY Your 
ms! 


ARE BACK! RUN 
Foe COVER! 
Ne THERES 
‘ONLY ONE. t 
SON SON Hes 
She TO GUT, 


=ES SEENON 

Sue CHANCE TS aan 
FIND OUT WHERE t *Seccuese 
Rares So-nese 
yer ROVING 


THE SPIRIT, 
GRANDFATHER! 


THATS 
IT 7 Ano WERE 
COMING WITH YOu 

» 


BUILDING DOWN AND 
WERE RIGHT IN 


Cover THE Te 
TRAVELLERS, 
Bae Coomes! 


travel to the 30th 

century, and join the Thains in their struggle 

feat the evil Kleptons. In an attempt to 

find the Kleptons’ headquarters, the time 

travellers fly off in a captured machino, but a 
falling building threatens to crush them 


RIGHT, CHILDREN! I'VE GOT 
THE HANG OF THIS FLYING 
BUBBLE NOW! LET'S GET 
APTER THAT KLEPTON= HE 
MUST_BE HEADING FOR THEIR 
SECRET HIOE-OUT! 
BIG START 
ON US, 


WE MAY NOT 
CATCH Him! 


YALDA, THE THAINS’ LEADER, 
SPEAKS GRIMLY.. 

TAY PEOPLE- EVERYTHING 
RESTS ON THE TIME 
TRAVELLERS WINNING THROUGH! 
F THEY ARE CAPTURED, 
NOTHING CAN STOP THE 
KLEPTONS SMASHING OUR CITY 
TD THE GROUND AND TURNING 
US ALL INTO SLAVES! 


GRANDFATHER- 


MADE (T= BUT 
WITH ONLY INCHES 
TO SPARE! = 
THOUGHT THE FLYING 
BRICKS WOULD CRUSH 
U6 TO THE GROUND! 


THE THAING WATEH ANXIOUSLY FROM | 
THEIR HALF ~RUINED CITY. 


Good LucK, 
TIME 
TRAVELLERS: 


FIND THE 
KLEPTONS= ROOT 
THE MONSTERS 
our! 


LOST Him! THERE'S 
NO SIGN OF THE KLEPTON, 
GRANDFATHER! HE HAD 

TOO BIG A LEAD! 


IM NOT 
TURNING BACK 
NOW! WE MUST 
FIND THEIR 

HEADQUARTERS! 


THERE'S A GREAT OCEAN 
BELOW US! WE MUST BE OFF 
COURSE, GRANOFATHER! THE 

KLEPTONS' KIDE~OUT CAN'T 

BE AROUND HERE! 


MEANWHILE... 


MISSION COMPLETED, 
IKLEPTON ONE! I 
DELIVERED YOUR 
MESSAGE, BUT THE 
THAINS REFUSE TO 
SURRENDER | 


FOOLS! 


THEY 6 

Wile BS 

COMPLETELY 
CRUSHED! 


TS THE STRANGERS WHO ARE 
HELPING THE THAINS! THEY 
MUST HAVE REPAIRED A SHOT- 
DOWN MACHINE AND ARE 
SEARCHING FOR US! 


THE SCANNER 
HAS PICKED UPA 
FLYING MACHINE IN 
‘THE AREA! BUT 
ALL OUR MACHINES 
ARE NOW IN BASE! 
THEY ARE A 
DANGER TO MY 
4 PLANS! TURN ON 
SNITCH ON THE -ONG- Wa THE MAGNETIC BEAM 
RANGE VIEWER. WELL BRING THEM ND THES 
‘SOON SEE WHO THESE MUST NOT ESCAPB! 
INTRUDERS ARE. 
WHATS HAPPENNG? GEANOFATHER—PULL. 
I CAN'T CONTROW THE MACHINE UP! WE'RE 
‘THE MACHINE! WE'RE GOING TO SMASH INTO 
THE SEA! 


LOSING HEIGHT! 
I CAN'T! we'Re 


CAUGHT BY SOME 
STRANGE POWER: 
WE'RE IN THE GRIP 
OF THE KLEPTONS. 


SUDDENLY A DARK, FORBIODING SHAPE 


THE FLYING HACHINE MIT'S THE ICY PSBRS ROUEN THE SWIRLING WATER. 


GREEN WATER, THEN 
GRANDFATHERS 
WHAT'S THAT AHEAD? 
OOK OUT! 


WE'RE STILL 

ONE PIECE AND 
WERE STARTING TO 
LEVEL OUT! I THINK 

ITS AGREAT 

UNDERWATER, 
FORTRESS! iT MUST 
BE THE KLEP TONS’ 
SECRET HiIDB-OUT— 
AND WERE GOING TO 

CRASH INTO IT: 


HOCTOR 


Dr. Who, John and Gillian have travelled 
in time and joined the their fight 
Against the Kleptons. While searching for 
the Kleptons they are dragged under the 
sea by an unseen force. 


ALL THE WATER 
THE AIR IS A BIT THIN, BUT 
WE CAN BREATHE ALL 
RIGHT! 


LAUNCH THEI 
(al RAIDS ON THE 


—_ 
AEVILLE AMAIA. 
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oth 


DOCTOR 


R WHO, John and Gillian are in the 
entuty. where they are helping the 
dofeat the Kleptons, but they 


WE Must escapi 
THERES NOME 
TOLOSE! He 
LED TONS MS 
BE DEFEATED = 
TAE THANG ARE 
TO B= SNEO 
FROM DISAS “ER 


H=SEN A SUDDEN SOUT 
ERO OMAN. 


WERE NOT 
BEATEN Ver 
IVE GOT ONE OF 


THE TABLES: 
ON THE 
KLEPTONS / 


GRANDFATHER?) 

TMERES NO WAY 

OUT OE HS 
ceLL! 


SPLENDID, MY BON 
SPLENDID! WELL SOON 
BE OUT OE Ti 
PRISON Now! 


RiGeT) Here 
ES! WERE Back 


AS Oa SQUEEZES THE TRIGGER, 
A SBARNE BOLT OF ear BEASTS 
PROCS THE CELL SOR. 


‘WE'VE DONE. 
T/ QUICK OUT 
CF THE CELL! 


THE PRISONERS 

BRE OUT! BLAST 

THEM DOWN] oN] 
Let THEM 
Escape! 


GRAS THE GUN, 
GRANOFATHER! 
OPEN SIRE! TLL 
GET THE OTHER, 
SUARD! 


JOHN! 
Be CAReeUL 
THEIR GUNS Can 


SEARCH FOR US! WE 
MUST MAKE FOR THE 
RBACTOR AND CONTACT 

THE THAINS WHO ARE 


MINUTES LATER "EY REACH THE PRISON CAVE 
BY THE GANT REACTOR iicn PROVIDES THE 
KLEDTONS DOWER. 


COME FROM VALDA.YOUR 

LEADER, To HELP YoU Tc JF 

ESCAPE! BUT THE KLEPTONS fb 
ARE AFTER US! 


ANY THANKS: 

IF OUR PLANS Work, 
WELL SCON HAVE: 
YOU OUT OF Tr 


HNN i 
AU 
a a 

rere ee 


So 
THREE Rin 


ESCAPED! HAVE NOU J] OF THEM! YoU SHOULD 
‘SEEN THEMP Tey Tae ARSC 
THEY'LL ATTEMPT 
Te), to 


i) MT 


0 
uy 


FOR OUR AFTER HOUR THE THAINS TOL 
IN THE SLAVE CAVIP ROUND THE REACTOR, THEN. 


SS THE workoay is over, 
SS THAINS/ RETURN To YouR, 
& SLBEPING QUARTERS IMMEDIATELY! 
, ONLY THREE GUARDS WILL 
STAY IN THE COMPOUND — 
fy THE REST WILL JOIN THE 
SEARCH FOR THE 


=o 
—_— 
i —— F— 


n and Gillian aro in the 30th contury 
jons are attempting to turn the Thains 
we travellers get into the Kieptons 
intact with Thains who 


OTE KLEPTONS, THE TE MY PEOPLE CAN 
WOING Ik THE PRISON CAMP, NOW REST FOR A 
Few HouRSs! mis 
S YOUR CHANCE, 
To SPEAK TO 
THEM, DOCTOR | 


MAY ERIBNDS —THE KLEPTONS: 
ARE MAKING AN ALL-OUT DRIVE 
TO SMASH YOUR CiTv AND ENSLAVE 
YOUR PEOPLE! WE MUST BREAK 
OUT CE THiS CAMP AND DEFEAT 
THEM BEFORE [7 IS TOO LATE! 


WELL SPOKEN, 
DOCTOR / WE ARE 
WITH YOU! 


ESCAPING © NOT THERE IS NO SIGN OF 
ENOCG— UST THE ESCAPED 
PRISONERS, 


END OVT MORE 
ABOUT THESE 
KLBPTONS. 


ONES AD <LEBTON Rae De SOV CaN? Safa 
fas ada nore BANS ARE BENG WADE... fl (we Must BRPONER 
Tuew ANS 
GRAS THER 
PARALYSER 
SUNS 


WWE MUST 
AVE WEAPONS 
WEVE ONLY GOT 
ONE MEAT GUN 
AND THAT WON'T # 
HOLD CFE THE 

KLEPTONS! 


NEXT MOMENT. 


4aaacy 


WE'RE ARMED 
oR 


RAIL, SOON, 


NEVILLE ARIS 


SOMPOUND MANE Bi 
SVERTOME! AND 

FOUR PRISONERS HAVE 
MADE 7) 


Dr. Who, John and Gillian are in the 30U 

century—they try to help the Thains in the 

Struggle against the evil Kleptons—The 
thrown into prison, but make a 


THEIR GUNS: 
ARE SMASHING. 

THE CREEPER 

MACHINE: WELL 


HAVE NO COVER \ 
LEET SOON — 
WELLE BE SITTING 
TARGETS. 


MOVE IN FOR 

THE KILL Now! 
THEY ARE HEAVILY 
CUTNUMBERED: 


THE WHEEL 
t MUST REACH 

THE WHEEL! IT'S 
OUR ONLY Fiore 


JO DO- BUT ITS, 
A. CHANGE IN A MILLION! 
GIVE ME COVER, JOHN!| 


THE CREEPERS 
SOK OUT 


THAINS. 
AKE TH 


THIS TERRIBLE PLACE! G 
BACK TO THE CAMP NOW AND 
ANE ONE 


MES SHORT 


WY WE MUST GET 
5 AWAY BEFORE 
HAV 
IV GUARDS ARE. Re 


ROUTED, THE PRISONERS \N 
MANE TRE WHI RAND 
CALL ALL PERSONS 
To DOME ONE! BLAST 
THEM DOWN =TEy 
MOST NOT ESCAPE! 


PEPPER SOO 
STEN CAREC THAINS— 
AS SOON Az THE AIR LOCK 1S 
COMPLETELY CLOSEDW 
PRESS She Stkeree BC 
ANS WELL BE OFF! 


THE KLEPTO 
AND THEIR 
SVL PLANS! 


WERE Cot! 


"FROM THe / 
xue>tons / 


BACK To TH 
STHAIN'S CIT 


1 


“TI'S as quiet as the grave out 

here, you two,” called out Ben 
as he went through the open door- 
way of Tardis into the darkness 
outside. Even as he stepped out he 
came up against a hard surface and 
yelped in anguish as his toe stubbed 
on what felt like stone or marble, 

Polly followed him, frightened by 
the darkness and the dead silence. 

Dr. Who stayed behind for a 
moment to neutralise the controls of 
the centre panel and then he joined 
them. He held a flashlight in one 
hand and he shone it on the blank 
wall facing them not two feet away. 

“That is exactly what this is, Ben. 
my boy. It’s a grave, or rather, a 
tomb.” 

Polly gave a little shriek and even 
Ben shuddered. The doctor gave a 
superior sort of laugh and flashed the 
torch up and down the wall 

“No need to be scared, my 
children,” he said affably. “This is a 
tomb, right enough, but you mustn’t 
think of ordinary graves in here. 


This is one of a collection of the most 
famous tombs in man’s long history. 
We have landed in Egypt, the land 
where men buried their kings and 
queens in the belief that those self 
same bodies, mummified to last for 
ever, would one day rise again 
They surrounded the mummy with 
all the most precious things that were 
available. Gold, jewels, everything 
the king possessed almost, went into 
his tomb with him. My dears, we 
have materialised inside a tomb of a 
Pharaoh of Egypt.” 

Ben gave a sigh of relief and even 
Polly stopped looking so scared 

“For a moment you had me 

grinned Ben. “That is 
nt, of course. Ancient Egypt, 
eh? Well, the geysers they mummi- 
fied and buried in these tombs have 
been dead a good long time, haven't 
they? I mean, it’s thousands of years 
since the Ancient Egyptians did this 
sort of thing. It’s different, somehow, 
to a body newly buried.” 
‘The corpse in this tomb,” said 
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Dr. Who solemnly, “has been newly 
laid away, you can take that from 
me. We've landed in Ancient Egypt, 
in the time of the Ancient Egyptians; 
maybe three, four, five, thousand 
years from the time in which you two 
will be born.” 

Ben and Polly stared at him open- 
mouthed, thinking over the peculiar 
meaning of his last words 

Ben recovered first. “Here, none 
of that, doctor: You can’t tell what 
period this is now. We know that. 
You never can tell the period we are 
in when Tardis materialises, as you 
call it.” 

“This time I can,’’ grinned the 
doctor impishly. “This time I know. 
T have evidence, This tomb is intact; 
it has not been broken into. In all 
the long history of the Ancient 
Egyptians, practically every tomb 
that has been discovered has been 
ransacked by tomb-robbers, dese~ 
erated and robbed ofall its treasures. 
One notable exception was the tomb 
of the boy King, Tut-Ankh-Amen. 


go 


Now wouldn’t it be most strange if 
we discover that lost tomb, three 


thousand years before Howard 
Carter found it, in 1923.” 
“You lost me there, doctor,” 


objected Ben. “But how can you tell, 
anyway, that this tomb hasn't been 
opened and robbed, as you say they 
all were? We've only seen this one 
wall, so far.”” 

“You're right, my boy,” said Dr 
Who energetically. “But that we can 
soon remedy, We shall explore this 
tomb, my children, and find out 
more about it. Dear, dear me, if only 
I had made a study of Egyptian 
hieroglyphics. Just look at those 
glorious paintings along there. Look 
at the colours, fresh now from the 
brush of the artist, and destined to 
be as fresh and glowing three 
thousand years from now. If I could 
read these pictographs, I could tell 
which Pharaoh was laid to rest here. 
But never mind, no man can know 
everything, can he? Keep close tome 
and don’t stray. These places were 


constructed in a very peculiar way 
There are all sorts of false passages 
and blind alleys, to deceive the 
robbers who might enter. Some of 
the false passages have been known 
to empty into deep pits, with sharp 
stakes sticking up.” 

“Who'd be a 
quipped Ben, but 
shuddered. 

She had not spoken a word yet 
A grave, she kept repeating to her- 
self, P'm inside a grave! 

“Tt might even be the inside of a 
yramid,”” went on Dr. Who, moving 
cautiously along the wall, his torch 
flashing ahead. “The air is remark- 
ably fresh. Do you know, it wouldn't 
surprise me at all to discover that 
this tomb has only very lately been 
sealed up. Maybe months, or weeks; 
maybe days even.” 

“It’s to be hoped the mummy is 
properly dead,” said Ben sarcastic- 
ally. “The way you go on, doctor, 
you'll have the chap only just falling 
sick. Give over, will you, doc. This 


tomb-robber?”’ 
Polly only 


Dr. Who solemnly, “has been newly 
laid away, you can take that from 
me. We've landed in Ancient Egypt, 
in the time of the Ancient Egyptians; 
maybe three, four, five, thousand 
years from the time in which you two 
will be born.” 

Ben and Polly stared at him open- 
mouthed, thinking over the peculiar 
meaning of his last words 

Ben recovered first. “Here, none 
of that, doctor: You can’t tell what 
period this is now. We know that. 
You never can tell the period we are 
in when Tardis materialises, as you 
call it.” 

“This time I can,’’ grinned the 
doctor impishly. “This time I know. 
T have evidence, This tomb is intact; 
it has not been broken into. In all 
the long history of the Ancient 
Egyptians, practically every tomb 
that has been discovered has been 
ransacked by tomb-robbers, dese~ 
erated and robbed ofall its treasures. 
One notable exception was the tomb 
of the boy King, Tut-Ankh-Amen. 


go 


Now wouldn’t it be most strange if 
we discover that lost tomb, three 


thousand years before Howard 
Carter found it, in 1923.” 
“You lost me there, doctor,” 


objected Ben. “But how can you tell, 
anyway, that this tomb hasn't been 
opened and robbed, as you say they 
all were? We've only seen this one 
wall, so far.”” 

“You're right, my boy,” said Dr 
Who energetically. “But that we can 
soon remedy, We shall explore this 
tomb, my children, and find out 
more about it. Dear, dear me, if only 
I had made a study of Egyptian 
hieroglyphics. Just look at those 
glorious paintings along there. Look 
at the colours, fresh now from the 
brush of the artist, and destined to 
be as fresh and glowing three 
thousand years from now. If I could 
read these pictographs, I could tell 
which Pharaoh was laid to rest here. 
But never mind, no man can know 
everything, can he? Keep close tome 
and don’t stray. These places were 


constructed in a very peculiar way 
There are all sorts of false passages 
and blind alleys, to deceive the 
robbers who might enter. Some of 
the false passages have been known 
to empty into deep pits, with sharp 
stakes sticking up.” 

“Who'd be a 
quipped Ben, but 
shuddered. 

She had not spoken a word yet 
A grave, she kept repeating to her- 
self, P'm inside a grave! 

“Tt might even be the inside of a 
yramid,”” went on Dr. Who, moving 
cautiously along the wall, his torch 
flashing ahead. “The air is remark- 
ably fresh. Do you know, it wouldn't 
surprise me at all to discover that 
this tomb has only very lately been 
sealed up. Maybe months, or weeks; 
maybe days even.” 

“It’s to be hoped the mummy is 
properly dead,” said Ben sarcastic- 
ally. “The way you go on, doctor, 
you'll have the chap only just falling 
sick. Give over, will you, doc. This 


tomb-robber?”’ 
Polly only 


“Oh, give over all that ‘has’ or 
‘will’ stuff, doctor,” said Ben irrit- 
ably. “This is not the time or place 
for that stuff. The noise is louder. It 
looks to me as if those precious tomb- 
robbers of yours have overpowered 
those guards and are breaking in, I 
still say we should get out of here.” 

Dr. Who paused irresolutely. The 
sounds were certainly louder now. 

“Maybe you're right, my boy,” he 
said mildly enough. “But I would 
dearly love to have a good look 
round in here before we go. This is a 
most historic moment for me. We 
can’t just go without examining this 
place. Now here, for instance - . .”” 
and he tapped the wall, “. . . is th 
sarcophagus chamber itself, Inside 
this there is another and inside that 
still another. I think there are four 
chambers like that, one inside the 
6ther and right at the middle is the 
sarcophagus itself, containing the 
mummy of the dead king in its 
mummy case covered with the purest 
of gold. The face-mask alone is 
absolutely priceless" 

“Like this one, doctor,” grinned 
Ben, and he reached down and 
picked up a golden face-mask, 
covered with hieroglyphics and bear- 
ing a painted representation of the 
face of a young man, with open eyes 
and tranquil expression, He put it 
over his head and they recoiled from 
him in fear. 

“The likeness is remarkable,” 
whispered the doctor. “You could 
be taken for the Pharaoh himself, 
my boy.” 

“Flattered I’m sure,’’ came Ben’s 
muffled voice from inside the mask. 
“This is what I'll take out of the 
tomb, doc. This ought to be worth a 
bit up there in the twentieth century, 
eh?’ 

“If you could get it there,” 
snapped the doctor, “it would be 
worth the ransom of several kings. 
But I can assure you, my boy, that I 
will not permit you to take it —” 

Then Polly screamed. After that 
first piercing scream she stood rigid, 
as though frozen in horror, pointing 
at the plaster wall in front of where 
they were standing. They both 
looked and Ben gave a strangled 


gulp. 
Dr. Who snapped off the light and 


gz 


they stood motionless. But before the 
light had gone out they had all seen 
the breaks in the wall and the ends of 
the tools being used. Then in the 
darkness, came the glint of moon- 
light from outside and muttered 
voices. The voices stopped and so 
did the digging. 

“They heard your scream, Polly,” 
whispered the doctor. “It’s tomb- 
robbers, afier all, And this cannot 
be the tomb of Tut-Ankh-Amen. 
I'm very disappointed about that, 
but all the same it’s still a marvellous 
opportunity. As I remember, few of 
the Pharaohs’ tombs were found to 
be undisturbed. If only I knew more 


‘about those ancient times. If only I 


could think.” 
“Then think fast, doctor,’ came 
Ben’s muffied mutter. “The digging’s 
going on again. They've discussed it 
amongst themselves and they’ve been 
able to convince themselves that 
Poll’s scream was their own ima- 
gination, Here goes back to the 
Tardis for me. Who's for sailing?”” 
“Wait, wait,” implored Dr. Who 
as Ben grabbed hold of Polly’s arm 
and began to drag her backwards. 
“Don't go yet. I've got an idea, 
a most brilliant idea, This has just 
got to be the very tomb of Tut- 
Ankh-Amen, It has to be.” 


“Don't see that it matters,” 
growled Ben. “It's a tomb and we're 
in it and we want to get out, Let’s get 
out to the stars and the galaxies. 
They are no colder or more lonesome 
than this spooky place,”” 

“That's it—spooks,” said the 
doctor eagerly. “These tomb-rob- 
bers; they aren’t superstitious them- 
selves. They have to be hard villains 
to take up the trade. But there isn’t 
a man, no matter how matter-of-fact 
and materialistic he is, who wouldn't 
be frightened out of his wits if he 
found something living in a tomb!”* 

“Don’t be so certain, doc,” sniffed 
Ben, still inside his face-mask. “If 
there’s so many of the old Gyppos 
take to this lark of robbing the tombs 
of the mummies, this lot’ll probably 
think it’s another lot who've got in 
first. I don’t fancy getting stuck with 
some of the primitive weapons these 
chaps will have. Even a spade or a 
pickaxe would be better than the 
weapons we have with us, which are 
strictly nil.” 

Dr. Who appeared to be half 
convinced and he took a step or two 
after Polly and Ben, Then he took 
root and refused to budge another 
step. 

“You two go on back,” he said, 
“Pm going to stay and see what 


happens. Maybe I can scare them 
away so that the tomb does remain 
undisturbed.” 

“You've made up your mind that 
this is the tomb of Tut-What's-His- 
Name, haven't you, doctor,’ came 
from Ben “Well, I'll make a 
bargain with you. You take Polly 
back to the Tardis and make re 
for sailing, leaving the door open for 
me. In return, you've got to let Poll 
and me take backat leasta souvenir.” 
It isn’t ‘back’,” said the doctor 
ably. “I keep telling you, Ben, 
this is the past. If I let you take 
anything it'll be ‘forward’ into the 
future.” 

“Who cares?” said Ben gaily. 
“Take hold of Polly’s hand. 1 have 
ideas too, you know. Give me that 
flashlight, doctor. You can feel your 
way back all right. There’s not 
enough room inside here to take any 
wrong turnings. I won't be long. If 
I'm right, it'll take me about five 
minutes.”* 

“What do you intend to do, my 
boy?” asked Dr. Who curiously 

He handed over the torch and 
Ben flashed it upwards on to the gold 
face-mask he wore. He had poked 
holes with his finger through the thin 
gold over the eyes and his own eyes 
glinting through the gold mask 
showed evident life. The effect was 
terrifying and the doctor gave a 
sickly sort of laugh 

Ben turned towards the breaks in 
the plaster wall. He saw naked feet 
coming through, first one head and 
then another. With the torch still 
flashing up on to the mask, he let 
out a quite respectable hollow moan. 

The two men, half-naked, stared 
up at the apparition in horror. Their 
mouths opened and two frightful 
sereeches issued from them. The 
heads disappeared and then the feet. 
There was a sound of earth falling 
and then rocks roaring down outside. 

Ben turned and made his way back 
towards the Tardis. He took off the 
heavy mask as he ran, for he felt 
intolerably hot with it over his head. 
He gained the doorway of the Tardis 
and he looked down at the golden 
thing in his hand 

No, he couldn’t take it, could he? 
The doctor was right. This was the 
tomb ofa young man not long dead. 
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Dr, Who had said himself that Ben 
bore a remarkable resemblance to 
the dead Pharaoh. That in itself was 
something to treasure. He threw the 
thing down and stepped inside. 
“Batten the hatches, doc,” he said 
merrily. “Up anchor and away. 


Let's get where the stars are. This 
still could be the tomb of your old 
Tut chum, doc. When those villains 
scarpered there was a most unholy 
rockfall outside. I'd say this tomb 
just could remain undiscovered until 
the twentieth century.” 


"Titer people leaned over the aft 
railofthe Oceanic supportship 
Explorer. They were looking down 
into the sheltered well-deck at @ 
tiny submarine which a team of 
men were preparing for launching. 

Dr. Who stood upright and 
pulled his long cloak around him. 
as he glanced at his companions, 
JoGrantand Brigadier Lethbridge 
Stewart, “I trust you can both 
swim,” he joked. “If we're to go 
hunting for your lost plane in that 
frail little cockleshell .. ..” 

The UNIT Commander 
frowned. He could see nothing to 
smile about in the present emer- 
gency. Since the plane bringing 
General Byland to UNIT head- 
quarters for a conference had 
vanished over the sea, he had 
experienced so much high-level 
pressure that he felt completely. 
crushed. Find what happened to 
the plane, they had demanded in 
Whitehall... find the wreckage... . 
find General Byland . . . find the 
pilot... . 

Jo Grant looked at the soldier’s 
worried face and felt sorry for him. 
She had been around his office 
while most of those strident-voiced 
telephonecallshad been comingin. 
She knew the dreadful load of 
lity heaped on the com- 
mander’s shoulders. That was why 
she had volunteered to go with 
him on his undersea search for the 
lost plane, She was glad the 
Doetor had asked to go, too. For, 
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despite the Brigadier’s frequent 
irritation with the flamboyant 
space-time traveller, she knew of 
his great respect for Dr. Who’s 
brilliant mind. 

“T think they're ready for us to 
go aboard the Pisces,” said Jo, 
noticing one of the white-coated 
technicians motioning from the 
deck below. 
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The Brigadier snapped to 
attention. He strode away to lead 
the way down a flight of steps to 
the well-deck. 

A young man in blue overalls 
came to meet him. “My name’s 
Jim Burton, Brigadier. P'm your 
pilot.” 

The other was plainly taken 
aback by the pilot's. youthful 


appearance. He had probably ex- 
pected a grizzled veteran for such 
a vital mission 

“I —er— hum, trust you realise 
the importance of this search,” 
grunted the commander. “Got to 
find what happened to the 
plane ....” 

Burton gave him an easy smile. 
“Well, the Pisces is a nippy little 
submersible. And the last radio 
message from the plane was in this 
quadrant,” he reassured. “Shall 
we hop in and get cracking?” 

‘Hopping in’ entailed climbing 
through the hatch in the conning 
tower, and lowering themselves 
into the small cabin. It was little 
more than a steel sphere crammed 
with instruments. There were three 
view ports. Jo and the Brigadier 
took up positions at two of these. 
Burton sat at the third port, below 
which was positioned the control 
console, The Doctor sat facing the 


television screen, and examining 
the instruments around him with 
professional interest. 

Burton flipped on the radio 
switch and chatted laconically to 
the launch crew as they swung the 
undersea craft over the stern of the 
Explorer. Then the Pisces began her 
dive, and the waters closed around 
the view ports. 

At close to a thousand metres 
Burton switched on the search- 
lights and they saw the bottom. 
The young pilot then began a 
painstaking search. 

An hour ticked by in the air- 
conditioned comfort of the tiny 
cabin. Suddenly the Brigadier 
ened and he peered through 
view port. “Look! Wreckage! 
It’s the plane - I’m sure of it!” 

Burton skilfully manocuvred his 
craft until they could all see what 
Lethbridge Stewart had spotted. 
Although half buried in the mud 


and sand, it could plainly be made 
out to be part of an aircraft wing, 

Burton reached for a switch on 
his control board. “I'll pick it up 
with my grab, and we'll head back 
for the Explorer,” he said 

“Wait!” They all turned at the 
sound of Dr. Who's voice, He was 
peering intently at the closed 
circuit screen. The TV camera 
mounted on the hull of the Pisces 
was slowly scanning the ocean bed. 

“How far does your camera 
scan?” queried the Doctor. 

“A hundred yards radius,” 
answered Burton. He glanced 
curiously at the other. Something 
about his dandified dress — the 
lace-fronted shirt and black cravat, 
and that garishly-lined cloak — 
made him want to smile, Yet he 
knew by instinct that here was a 
most unusual man. “Why? Did 
you spot something?” asked the 
pilot 


“Reverse your scan — quickly!” 
rapped Dr. Who. 

Burton's hand leaped tothedial, 
and the camera outside panned 
back to where it had been scanning 
a moment before. 

The Doctor pointed: “There 
Stop it at that spot! You see? That 
mound buried beneath the globi- 
gerina ooze?” 

They were all staring at the 
screen, But Jo said: “The plane 
would hardly be buried that deep 
in such a short time, would it, 
Doctor?” 

He answered without taking 
his eyes from the sereen: “I agree, 
Jo. That's not wreckage. It is 
something quite round in shape 
and I would rather like to know 
what's there.” 

“Now, really, Doctor!” The 
Brigadier made no effort to dis- 
guise his exasperation. “This is a 
vital mission to find why General 
Byland’s plane crashed. We simply 
have no time for satisfying your 
scientific curiosity.” 

A. benevolent smile played 
around the other's lips as he 
glanced at the bristling soldier. 
“We may find that this has some- 
thing to do with your vital mission, 
Brigadier,” he said mildly. 

Burton was already moving the 
Pisces to a point above the mound. 
“Won't take long to check what's 
buried there,” he said, busy with 
his controls. “I've got a mud 
pump.” 

He bent to peer through his 
viewing port as he operated a 
switch. 

Dr. Who joined Jo Grant at her 
porthole. 

The Brigadier frowned and 
hesitated in the face of this fait 
accompli. Then, grudgingly, he 
moved towards his own viewing 
window. 

From a powerful nozzle on the 
end of a large hose, a jet of water 
was hurling aside the globigerina 
ooze. 

“Ingenious!” exclaimed Dr. 
Who. “I gather you are using a 
submersible electric motor coupled 
with some sort of centrifugal 
pump?” 

Burton gave him a quick look 


that held an added respect. “Dead 
right, Doctor,” he said. “It gives 
a discharge of sixty gallons a 
minute at sixty foot head. Can 
handle gravel up to three-quarters 
of an inch diameter, and there's 
no —" He broke off in mid- 
sentence as Jo gave a sudden cry: 
“Look!” 

‘The mud pump had cleared the 
greater part of the mound, and 
revealed the dull glitter of metal. 
What they were staring at now 
seemed to be a huge, conical 
hatch-cover. 

“Well, well!” Dr. Who's eyes 
gleamed with sharp interest 
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“It—itseems to be hinged . . . as 
if it was meant to lift up,” said Jo 

‘The Brigadier tried to regain 
control of the operation. “It’s 
obviously nothing to do with the 
crashed plane. More like a boiler 
cover from a ship,” he began 
briskly. 

The pilot broke in, grabbing 
for the pump switch and thumbing 
it to the ‘Of position, “Am I 
going crazy, or is that thing 
moving?” he gasped. 

Jo's eyes were 
moving. It’s opening. 

Dr. Who rounded on the young 
man. “Get your ship out ofhere.... 


ide. “It is 


Quick! Full motors!” he almost 
shouted. 

Burton moved fast. The hum 
of the engine rose toa high-pitched 
whine. The Doctor’s eyes fastened 
on the young man’s worried face. 
“We're hardly moving,” he re- 
marked. 

“I know.” Burton’s voice was 
low and tense. 

The Brigadier stared round 
“Then what's the hold up?” he 
demanded. 

The pilot's face was grim as he 
pored over his console. “All I 
know is we're flat out. We should 
be making four knots.”” 


Dr. Who spoke quietly as he 
glued his face to the viewing port. 
“Then it seems as if we are being 
held by some force and I 
would ‘hazard a guess that it's 
coming from that shaft.” 

They were all staring out now 
And they could all see the shaft — a 
great black-mouthed entrance un- 
covered by the metal hatch. 

‘Jo shivered. The mouth seemed 
to be growing bigger. Was that her 
imagination? Or was it 
“Doctor! We're being drawn into 
theshaft!” sheexclaimed, grabbing 
his arm. 

Tt was true, The Pisces was 
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slowly but surely being pulled into 
that black maw. 

Burton stabbed the microphone 
switch and yelled: “Explorer! We're 
in trouble! We ~” 

He never finished the warning 
‘There was a flash from the acoustic 
transmission unit, and at the same 
moment the cabin lights and out- 
side lights went out. 

As the Pisces was drawn down 
into the mysterious seabed shaft, 
the four people were flung about 
by the violent corkscrew action. 
The bleep of the sonar signal rose 
toa maniac howl, and as the cabin 
pressure failed they felt their heads 
bursting as their senses reeled into 
a merciful blackness . . 


When Jo opened her eyes a few 
moments later, the first thing to 
swim into focus was Dr. Who's 
grim face anxiously watching her. 
“Are you all right, Jo?” he ex- 
claimed. 

She shook her head to try and 
clear the muzziness from her brain, 
and managed to stand. “Yes, I’m 
okay, Doctor.” She stared around 
her in disbelief. “What — where 
are we?” 

They were ina large pentagonal 
chamber, the floor and ceiling and 
walls of which were sheathed in 
some glistening metal. Itwasempty 
except for herself and the Doctor, 
and the still unconscious forms of 
Burton and the Brigadier. When 
Jo made a move to try and help 
them, she found her ankles and 
wrists bound with thin strips. 

“It’s no use trying to escape, 
my dear,” said the Doctor, “And 
as for where we are ~ well, I 
believe this chamber must lie at 
the bottom of the shaft.” 

Burton rolled over and groaned. 
Then he sat up, staring. “The 
Pisces... ? Where's my ship?” 

The Doctor shrugged. “I can 
only surmise that it is in some 
submarine docking chamber near- 
by... Now, if you'd just give the 
Brigadier a shake, we could per- 
haps have a conference on what 
to do.” 

Lethbridge Stewart was con- 
scious again as soon as the Pilot 


touched him. His military instinct 
made him alert to the danger 
surrounding them, and he was 
fumbling for his pistol. “What's 
going on?” he demanded, dis- 
covering his bound condition. 

“Easy, Brigadier,” urged the 
Doctor. “We are, as you see, 
prisoners. I recovered my senses 
some time ago, so I have already 
met our captors. They are ~ to say 
the least—very unusual aliens... .” 

“Aliens?” echoed Jo. ‘Aliens 
at the bottom of the sea?” 

“Yes, Jo. You'll see why they 
chose this environment when you 
meet them, But I’m afraid I failed 
to find any way to communicate 
with them. I tried, but then 
they went away .. 

“We must find some way to cut 
these bonds before they return,” 
rapped the Brigadier. 


“If they haven't damaged the 
Pisces, and we can get to it —” 
began Burton. He broke off as one 
of the chamber walls suddenly slid 
open. 

Jotried to repress cry ofhorror 
as she backed against the wall. 
‘The others felt their skins crawl in 
revulsion at the sight of the beings 
that slid towards ther 

They were serpentoids, with all 
the appearances of huge snakes 
and propelling themselves with 
sinuous movements. But their 
heads bore a faint resemblance to 
almost human faces, save for the 
gills at the sides of the narrow 
cheekbones. 

“Sea Dwellers!" whispered Jo. 

Theserpentoids writhed around 
the captives, peering into their 
facesand uttering ululating sounds. 

The Brigadier drew himself 


47 


stiffly to attention and tried to 
quell them with a glance. “What 
makes you think these — these 
things are aliens, Doctor?” he 
demanded. “You said you failed 
to communicate with them.” 

The Doctor nodded. “True. 
But you see, since my memory of 
my space-time travels has been 
returning, I can recall an alien 
race of serpentoids. Not hostile, 
cither, if I remember correctly. In 
fact —” 

“Doctor — look!" exclaimed 
Burton, 

Two serpentoid guards, carry- 
ing tiny ray-guns in their minute 
fin-like hands, had entered. They 
were propelling before them two 
transparent pods, in which lay the 
bodies of two men. 

“Great heavens! It's General 
Byland. And the other must be his 
pilot,” said the Brigadier. “So 
their death was no accident.” 

“Before you jump to any hasty 
conclusion, Brigadier, consider two 
facts,” said Dr. Who mildly. 
“First — the injuries. I would say 
they were caused by a plane crash. 
And second — why would these 
serpentoids preserve the bodies 
with such care?” 

Before the soldier could reply 
there was a sudden movement 
among the ranks of the aliens, and 
two of them approached Dr. Who 
with a round instrument from 
which was extended a waving 
tentacle. One of the beings took 
the end of the tentacle and held it 
towards the Doctor's face. 

Jo gave a gasp: “Oh no! Not 
torture!” 

“T think not, my dear.” The 
Doctor was calmly allowing the 
suction end of the tentacle to be 
fastened to his high forchead. “I 
think they are trying another form 
of communication.” 

Silence fell in that strange sea- 
bed chamber as Dr. Who closed 
his eyes and scemed to go into a 
trance... . Into his mind swam 
the whispered ululation of the 
serpentoid, but suddenly the 
sounds formed words We are 
the Kluss. We were on a voyage 
from our planet when our space- 
ship failed. We were forced to 


land here. Then we found these 
bodies in the water.” 

“Are they dead?” thought Dr. 
Who. 

“No, But we could not repair 
them without a model, So we 
preserved them in the pods.”” 

“You mean that with one of us 
as a model, you can heal these 
two?” 

“Yes, And, in return, we would 
ask you to help us to repair our 
ship so that we may continue our 
voyage.” 

“T will be glad to help you,” 
thought Dr. Who. “You 
apparently took our craftas hostile, 
but we mean no harm.” 

The others, watching intently, 
saw the Doctor open his eyes as the 
tentacle was removed from his 
head. 

Hesmiled toreassure them, and 
quickly explained his thought- 
conversation. As he talked, the 
serpentoids released their captives 
from their bonds. 

As the Brigadier was freed, he 
stepped forward. “I shall be the 
model they need,” he said 

‘The Kluss seemed tounderstand, 
for they led the way out of the 
chamber, with the soldier march- 
ing behind them. 

‘Jo hesitated, looking at the 
Doctor, He nodded. “Yes. Go 
with them, Jo. The Brigadier may 
need your support.” 


Jo obeyed, She followed 


Lethbridge Stewart into another 
smaller chamber in which were 
more of the transparent pods. Ata 
signal, he lay down inside one of 
the pods, and the serpentoids 
closed it and propelled it beneath 
a battery of instruments. The pods 
containing General Byland and 
the plane pilot were placed beside 
him. 

From a control board the Kluss 
surgeons operated their instru- 
ments. Jo shielded her eyes as a 
weird, eldritch glow suffused the 
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The Doctor and Jim Burton 
were following the Kluss tech- 
nicians from the engine-room of 
their ship when they saw Jo Grant 
running towards them. Her face 
was flushed with wonder and 
excitement. 

“Doctor! They've done it! The 
General and the pilot are all right, 
and so is the Brigadier. The Kluss 
have taken them to the Pisces, and 
they say we can leave as soon as 
you are ready,” 

“Which is right now, my dear.” 
smiled Dr. Who. 

“You mean —you repaired their 
engines for them?” asked Jo. 

‘The Doctor shrugged: ‘Their 
power source failed for a lack of 
two simple elements ~ magnesium 
and potassium. We showed them 
that they are surrounded by a 
plentiful supply of both.” 

‘Jo's eyes widened. “Good Lord, 
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yes!" she exclaimed. “The sea- 
water! They can extract as much 
as they want.” 

“They've already begun,” 
grinned Burton. “So let’s say our 
goodbyes and leave them to it.” 


‘An hour later the Pisces was 
back on the well-deck of the 
mother ship. Her passengers were 
lining the rails, staring intently at 
the sea through field-glasses ... . 

“There!” It was the Brigadier’s 
cry that made them swing their 
glasses to where he was pointing. 
Half a mile away the sea had 
begun to boil upwards into a foam- 
flecked spout. Suddenly from out 
of the spout a dark shadow sprang 
upwards. It moved at such a 
fantastic speed that none of them 
could say later what shape the 
Kluss ship had taken. 

The Doctor lowered his glasses 
and raised a hand in salute to the 
heavens, “Goodbye, my friends. 
And safe journey,” he murmured. 
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